Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often diflicult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parlies, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the plus We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a b<x>k is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means il can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's hooks while helping authors ami publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull text of this book on I lie web 
at |http : //books . qooqle . com/| 



ELEGIAC STANZAS 



> 



* •; j % 



OCCASIONED BY 



d 



The D E A T H 



OF THE 



Rev. CHARLES WESLEY, A.M* 

' Late of Christ-Church College, Oxford: 

Who departed this Life, March 29, 1788, 
in the Eightieth Year of his Age.<— /4r 



■m^b 



By the Rev. JAMES CREIGHTON, A.B. 
Late of Trinity C9LLEGE, Dublin. 



'* They that be wife fhall fliinc as the brightnefi of the Firmament; 
" and they that tarn many to Righteoufnefs, as the Stars for ever 
"and ever." Daniel y&. 3. 



LONDON: 

Printed for the Author: and fold by T. Scollick, City-Road \ 
and J. Buckland, PaUrxo/itr-Rnv.' 1788. 

PF NCfiTT- - 




» — * 




— * 1 

Stanzas begs leave -to-obferve q 
the reader, that he had no intention of writing any thing upon the 
occafion which gave rife to them ; for, he was convinced, more 
than thirty years ago, of the truth of that old adage, « Poeta 
•afcitn* -non -ft," But, at the xequeft of a friend, lie haftily 
penned down a few Stanzas on the morning of the day in wmcbJ 
Mr. Wesley's remains were interred. Thefe having been 
JMM with his pennaBon, /m bugh not by his defte, feveral 
friends re^uefed tf*t he would enlarge them to the following 
fize ; to which requeft he has reluftantly confented. It is many 
*»rs fince he was convinced that there are fcarcely any new 
thoughts or fentimeiHe -now in the world, which may no* have 
occurred to the minds, of, though varioufly expreffed by, men in 
different ages, and in different climes. He, therefore, requefts 
that judicious critics will pafs by the following "ljttle piece, as 
i»ng &r fenuath thek notice : andas foriW&nibblers, who decry 
what they do not undbftand, he 0*11 take little thought about 
them. If the friends, who have requefted them, arc in any wife 
gratified by the following Stanzas, the writer (hall be entirely 
fatisfied. 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS, &c. 



AJE &&, ye winds ; ye zephyrs, ceafe to blow » 

Whilft mufic moft< melodious ftrike* my ear : 
Let me, in filcnt rapture tailed below, 

# 

The Song of Trh;mfh, Dirge of Angels, hear. 



Ye fom of TftW, Handets of the day, 

Who yearly meet to found a Handel's fame ; 

Oh ! could ye hear this fbft, enchanting lay, 
How would ye hide your faces all for fha*no! 



Oh ! what are all your pipes, and thoufand ftrings, - 
With various notes, which charm a monarch's ears ; 

* * 

Compared to this, the tune whic^ Uriel fings, 
This found divine, this mufic of the fpheres ! 
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Tranfporting concert ! — fymphoqy complete I 
Shall human voices dare with this to vie ? 

Extatic concord ! — Oh ! 'tis paffing fweet ! — 
To taftc it folly, mortals, yc muft die ! 



Yet fometimes { men are favour'd, here beneath, 
With this foft, Toothing, fweet, cherubic found 5 

When, near approaching to the ftream of death, 
The foul triumphant takes its final bound. 



Some more than common caufe, fome great event, 
Hath call'd thefc tuneful feraphs from on high ; 

They furely come, on heav'nly errand fent, 
To f tend fpme Prince, . and bear him to the iky. _ 



A Prince, indeed, this momefit took his flighty 
In Britain born, the poet of his day : 

He left oiir camp to join the faints in light / 
Prepare, ye heavenly gates, to give him way! 



I s 2 

The chariot now afcends beyond my view. 
My *yes of flefh can here no further go : 
The angels, mounting, pierce th* ethereal blue, 

> 

And leave the fun and planets far below. 
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But yet my ifight&l eye purfues them ftill, 
Where ftars, as funs, in native luftre blaze ; 

Where other moons, perhaps, in orbits wheel, 
Or burning comets in eccentric maze. 



Alas ! how narrow was poor Ovid's mind, 

When Phaeton he fung in Sol's bright car I 
A Chriftian's view is clearer, lefs confin'd, 
And carries him beyond each diftant liar. 



But fhould my fancy tale her utmoft flight; 

And dare the angel-convoy's coutfe to trac^ 
She foon muft drop ; for, even Milton** fight, 

Yea, Milton's line can't meafure boundlefs fpace. 
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Suffice it thtfi, th*t now th* angelic gywA, 
(Who onjy 'tend a foul that's pure from fin j) 

Cry to thcytetrfy gates*-* receive our *raffd s 
Let Him that &pf the truth now *»tef ip/* 



The gates unfold; and (eh I tW amAzins fpeftsty 
Ten thoufand times t?n tfcqyfajKi f%in|* appear ; 

All cloatfyd in white, isxd$kHm all within * 
For, fuch the fpirits* tfetf; inhabit there \ 



Thefe now exulting cry, as with one voice, 
cc Another foul has burft its e&tjfc!* clad:" 

Again the echo runs—*" rejoice \ rejoice I 
Another &int is come to dwell with God P j 



1 fee, methinks, the whole harmonic band, 
A David, Afapb, Mtfts % full of love ; 

In eager expedition ready (land, 

To welcome Wesley to the courts above. 
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Perhaps a Milton* Rowe> a Watts, or Tdung 9 
Who, in their day, had-grac'd this favoui-'d iflei 

Steps forth the foremoft from the countlcfs t&rong, 
To greet thfe Britijb poet with a fmilc " 



But, fhiaU I dare V exclude thefe bright abbdefc . 
Each Roman poet) and etch Grecian fagc ; 

Who, as they knew him, fang the God of god*, 
And handed down their thoughts thro* ev*ty age ? 



My charity forbids ; my heart overflows •— 
For, Jorhe from ev'ry clime a manfionihare : 

In Homer's Epifodes fome virtue grows ; 
And, whb can fay that Homer is not therfc ? 



Philofopher* ftahd next to hail the man^ ' 
When ortce arriv'd on heaven's peaceful ihoft ; 

Who try'd their ev'ry fyftem* ev'ry plan, 
And Truth had boldly ventur'd to ^xptore. 



A Newton now he meets, a Locke, or 2foy&, 
And thoufands more of both the wife and great; 

Who; with amazing induftry and toil, 
Did here the works of God invert igate. 



But, oh! what wonders can they now difclofe* 
Which fer furpafs the reach of mortals' ken ; 

Which €*en their ftretch of thought could not fixppofe, 
Whilft clogg'd with flefh, and whilft they were but men. 



la circling crowds ^ee Prophets and Divines, 

Evangelifts, Apoftles, Priefts, and Kings : 
In ev'ry face peculiar luftre fhines, 

And each to Wesley now in ardor clings. 



On one fide fee a Paul, a James, and John ; 
Who all, in dodbrine, fweetly harmonize ; 

Thefe now approve the man, who ftill prefs'd on, 

t 

Nor ftopp'd on earth, till he obtain'd the prize. 
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icy much applaud his great, judicious mind, 

— * 

A mind fo taught by wifdom from above ; 

:caufe fo juftly, wifely, he defin'd 

Thatjatfive faith, that fiiith which works by love. 



*hold a Wtckliff, Luther, and the reft, ' • 
Who boldly ftood to ftem the papal pow'r ; , 
hefe all carefs the lately-landed gueft, 
Who taught mankind the triune God t* adore. 



:e yonder Leigbton, Baxter, and an Owen ! 
A Bedell, and an UJber ! (happy pair !) 
ow party-zeal and bigotry are gone, 
For, even Cahin greets a WesieV there. 



hro' files of faints he forward bends his fteps, 
(Whilft heav'n with angel-trumpets loudly rings ; ) 
'er ftreets of gold he lightly, humbly, trips, 
To pay his homagcto the King of Kings. 

B 
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^is only Dartef, or beloved Job*, 

Whofe pencil fuch a dazzling fceitf Could draw ; 
Defcribe the throne, and Him that fits thereon, 

Before whom Gabriel falls with proftrate awe. 



His hair like wool / hi* throne like burning flames 

i 

His lengthen'd robes are white as pure(kfmw : 
His name Jehqvah, or the great I AM ; 
Whom angel-minds in part can only know. 



Yet He, ev'n He, with condescending imile, 

And eyes, whofe brightnefs would eclipfc the fun j 

Approves and cheers the man, who, free from guile, 
Had fought the fight, and now the battle won. 



That thund'ring voice, which earth and heaven fhajc 
When God, for fin, correds a guilty land ; 

Is gentle now : the Father meekly fpeaks, 
And, as he fpeaks, the hofts in filence ftand. 



Come hither, foil, who boldly haft proclaim'^ 
My name on earth; my free *wi frving graoe ; 
o fpeak the truth thou haft not been afham'4 
But preach'd it freely to the fallen race. 



Since thou haft overcome, and faithful flood, 
Deipis'd a fouling world, nor fear'd its frown ; 

i 

fie proir^ife which I made I'll now make good ; 
Receive from me this never-fading crown. 



>ince thou haft tun*d thy heart to fongs of praife ; 
I here pr-pfent thee with a golden lyre : 
iou prais'd tne, as thou could'ft, in human lays ; 
Now take thy feat amid this tuneful choir. 



ince glooirty prifom, regiori* of defpair, 
3id often move thy fympathizing breaft :, 
ce widows' cries* and orphans were thy care, 
l maafion thou fhalt have among the bleft. 
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u The blifs, which heaven yields, to thee I give, 
The pleafures, which are here, can never cloy : 

To dwell with me is heav'n : with me to live, 
Is boundlefs, endlefs, e verlafting joy . * • 



Thrice happy foul ! — no longer now the fport 
Of hurricanes, and ftorms, and ev'ry wind : 

Thou'rt fafely landed, and haft gain'd the port, 
The peaceful haven, which we long to find. 



We ftill are tofs'd on this tempeftuous fea, 

Where rocks and quickfands lie on either hand : 

How ftrait the paffage ! — Oh ! what need have we 
Of faith and hope, to reach ImmanneVs land 1 



By faith we fee the fun, thro* all the clouds, 
When darknefs intercepts, or hides the Pole ; 

Yea, when the tempeft fhatters all our fhfouds, 
And fwelling billows, like to mountains, roll. 
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And tho', oftimes, amidft a wicked crew, 
Or noify fons of Belial> we muft fail : 

Yet ftill we're fafe, if Chrift we keep in view, 
And deeply call our hope within the vail. 



Ah ! Wesley ! haft thou left us toiling here, 
Expos'd to ftonns, in fuch a world as this? 

Canft thou not drop a tender, friendly tear ; 
The 9 drinking in large draughts of endlefs hlifs 



Whilft thro* that peaceful ocean thou doft fail, 
Where fierce contending winds do never blow ; 

Methinks thy fympathizing heart can feel 
For tempted friends, whom thou haft left below* 



If fpirits fee us, when they reach the goal j 
If God himfelf yearns o'er his children here : 

Then fure thy foft, thy tender, loving foul, 
Can ftill for brethren Ihew fome anxious care. 
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t 

low often did the mourner hear his voice* 
Whilft pouring in the oil, and heajing balm ! 
ow often did the finner's heart rejoice, 
When Jesus bid the raging fea be calm ! 



st oft he did> like Boanerges loud, 
Denounce the thunders of a threafning law: 
Tiilft confirmation feiz'd the guilty crowd. 
And Peifts flood aghaft, or fhrunk with awt. 



» 



> by the door himfelf had enter'd in'i ♦ 
The word of Qod he rightly could divide ; 

> comfort finners, when convine'd of fin, 
And point them to a Saviour's bleeding fide. 



it, when the harden'd rebels carelefs flood, 
Regardlefs of the fceptre, or the rod ; 
ten, like a torrent,* he pour'd forth a flood 
Of all the threatnings in the word of God. 
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A mafter-builder, like to Paul of old, 

He built on Chrift, the chief, the corner-ftone : 
And, as a fhepherd in the Chriftian fold, 

He went before the fheep, and led them on. 



In paftures green the flock he always fed, 

And bid them drink the healing, cooling ftream 

Yet ftill to more extenfive fields he led, 
For, Chrift, he faid, was mighty to redeem. 



Was 'able ftill to free the greateft flave 

From all his bondage, all his heavy chains : 

Not only fo • but to the utmoftfave / 

And cleanfe the foul from all its foulefl ftains. 



The richeft treafure from the word he brought, 
Whilft food to all judicioufly he dealt : 

Believ'd the dodlrines, which he humbly taught, 
Nor fpoke a truth, which he had never felt. 



* 

f aturM by grace, exalted, and refin'd, 
His foul for happy climes was fitted here ; 

eleftial realms, to which his tow'ring mind 
Had often foar'd, beyond the ftafty fphere. 

.while this ftar, like diamonds in the mine, 
In unobferv'd and hidden luftre lay : • 

Till by his Lord call'd forth at length to ftiine, 
And fpread the glorious light of gofpel-day. 

t fchool the twig was bent in early youth, 
And form'd beneath a brother's * foft'ring hand : 

he tree fprung up with dill increafing growth, 
And Ihed its genial virtues o'er the land* 

/hen to the feats of learning he was fent, 
T* improve and exercife his mental pow'rs ; 

[is time in ufeful fcience there he fpent, 
Nor ioung'd away, like fools, his precious hours. 

* His brother Samuel, who was then Ufher of Weftminfter-SchooJL 
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He cull'd .what fwe^ts old Oxford e'er .could yield. 
The honey iipp'd of academic lore : 

Yet ftill he. fought a niore extenfive field ; 
His ardent foul ftill thirfted after moore. 



The fam'd Parnatfus, oft, indeed, he trod, 
And tailed all that Helicon could bring :. 

But, not content, he fought the Mount of God ; 
And there with rapture drank a purer Ipring. 



The facred word with diligence he read, 
Tho* not regardlefs of the claffic page : 

In holy writ he found fubftantial bread, 
The manna which God fends in evWy age. 



The truths divine which here he gather'd up, 
As in a treafure he laid by in ftore : 

Not at the filver mine content to ftop, 
He ftill dug deeper for the golden ore. 
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In feeking thus, a pearl, at length, he found, 
A precious pearl, indeed, to Adam's race : 

And, what he knew, he publifh'd all around, 
That fallen man is only fav'd by grace. 



So ardently he wifh'd this news to tell, 

That, undifmay'd, he brav'd th* Atlantit flood : 

And, as a means, he long'd to fave from hell 
The untaught heathens in the Indian wood. . 



When to his- native land again return'd, 
His Mailer's work he faithfully purfu'd : 

The truth he fpoke ; tho' by the rabble fpurn'd, 
Who in his blood their hands almoft imbru'd. 



And, ftranger ftill ! Oh ! tell it not in Gath I 
The men of letters {Britijb fhepherds too !) 

Oppofe the man profefling England's faith, 

Who preach'd her dodrines, and believ'd them true 
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And tho* by fuch miftaken brethren fcorn'd, 

And from their temples wantonly expell'd ; 
Yet ftill the Church he lov'd ; yea, for her mourn'd, 
- And with her clofe communion always held. 



Yes, earneftly He fought her public weal, . . 

For, England" % Church was always near his heart : 
He had an ardent, yet welLtemper'd zeal, 

Arid kept 'till death a moft confident part. 



In warning finners this bold Herald flood, 
And labour'd in the work to hoary hairs : 

His ufeful life he fpent in doing good, 
A happy life of almoft eighty years. 



At laft, when fummon'd to refign his breath, 
His foul for flight was ready ,on the wing : 

With mind compos'd he fmird,*nd welcom'd death ; 
For now the: horrid monfter loft his fling. 



t 

Yes, ev'iy fubtleJiend how Hood aloof; 

Not on$> he faid, to buffet him did dare: 
And hereby gave a moft cpnvincing proof> 

That he, thro* Chrift, had conquer'd in the war. 



The conqueft gained, without a painful figh 
He fell afleep on Jesu's lovely bread : 

His fpirit difengagM mounts up on high, 
And enters its eternal, glorious reft. 



Ah ! can I e'er forget the briny tears, 
Which he o'er London oft in pity fhed : 

His groans, his fighs, his moft pathetic pray'rs, 
Which he pour'd out for that proud city dead ! 



Yea, dead in fins, and glorying in her ftiame, 
Tho' favour'd with the Gofpd's brighteft ray : 

Audacioufly reje&ing Jesu's name, 
The offers fpurning of a gmcioustfay 1 
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/ 

Pofterity {hall hear, and babes rehearfe, 
The healing virtues of a Saviour's name : 

Yes, babes unborn (hall ling in Wesley's verfe, 
And ftill reitefate the pleafing theme. 



Ah ! Britons I will ye now revere his worth ? 

Your lofs i$ furely his eternal gain ! 
The hymns he taught you, whilft confin'd to earth, 

He fings with angels in a nobler drain. 



O that a fhred might from his mantle fall, 
And fome young Briton catch it, as he flies! 

O that his fpirit might defend on all, 
And from his urn another Phoenix rife ! 



To copy him, may thoufands ftill afpire ; 

The pattern follow, which they muft approve! 
O may their lips be touch'd with altar-fire. . 

And may their hearts be fill'd with humble love ! 



May none prefume to run before they're fent, 
To prophefy in Jesu's awefixl name ! 

May all rcfolve tofpend, and to he /pent s 
And yet to merit never lay a claim ! 



May He, who holds the ftars in his right hand, 
And for his Church's welfare always feels ; 

Ambafladors fend forth thro' ev'ry land, 
And feal their office with ten thoufand feals ! 



May God regard his fervant's frequent fighs, 
His long-repeated, yea, inceffant fuft I 

r< May England's Church again in fplendor rife, 
Bloflbm, and bud, and fill the earth with fruit !"• 



Mow whilfl, amid the bright cherubic bands, 
He tun,es his harp to Mofcs' fong above : ". 

3n heaven's battlements, metjiinks, he (lands, 
And feems to glance at us a look of love. 



■ ***•«! 
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"Ye faithful fouls, who know,' and feel your lofs, 
Who mourn a father, fhepherd, and a friend : 

To you he ftill cries out — cc Suftain the crofs, 
Make fiire the crown, believing to the end. 



cc In tribulation tho' ye (hall be try'd, . 

And often muft the crafty foe engage : • 
Yet ftill there's one to help, and be your guides 

To quench the darts of Satan's fiery rage. 



c< The world may frown, ox treacheroufly ftnile ; 

A thoufand things may tend your foul t* enflave ; 
But faithVercomes, and will the tempter foil ; 

That faith in Chfift, which looks beyond the grave. 



cc Keep him in view by faith's internal eye ; 

Behold thro' this the Sun of Right eoufnefs : 
And when, at God's command, ye come to die, 

Ye fliall triumphantly depart in peace.; 



t€ I'm fafely'landed now s this fide the flood, 
'Twas but a moment's pafiage, calm, ferene : .* 

My Jesus led me o'er, and by me flood, 
To cheer my heart, and give me peace within. 



u And, fince the earthen clod is laid afide, 
The face of- God with extafy I view : 

So, when ye pafs o'er Jordan's fwelling tide, 
Without a veil ye fhall behold him too. 



" But, when' ye make this happy, happy coaft, 
Your fpirjts I.fhall meet with rapt'rqasjoy : 

Then, mingling with the bleft triumphant .hoft, 
.A whole Eternity in praife employ." 
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